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in, as I supposed, my card. Now let it be borne in
mind that about this time all the world was looking out
for Prim's expected enterprise in Spain. Presently the
gentleman to whom I had sent Mr. Field's letter of
introduction came rushing from his private room into
the outer office where I was standing. He looked
eagerly around him in every direction. One of his
clerks came and whispered something to him and
pointed to me. He came towards me, looking some-
what surprised I thought, and scanning my countenance
rather doubtfully, he asked in hesitating voice, 'Have I
the honour of speaking to Marshal Prim?' He held
out to me at the same time a card which at once ex-
plained the situation. I had in mistake sent in to him
not my own card, but the card of Marshal Prim, em-
blazoned with his full titles and military designation,
'El General Prim, Conde de Reus, Marques de Cas-
tillejos,' and his coronet. The incident was embarrass-
ing for the moment; but only for the moment. The
explanation soon set everything right, and I had even
the satisfaction of knowing that my new friend was not
disappointed but was actually gratified at finding that it
was not Marshal Prim who was awaiting him in his
Broadway offices. He was, it turned out, somewhat of
a sympathiser with Marshal Prim's new projects, and
when he received the card was stricken with a momen-
tary alarm under the impression that the enterprise had
suddenly collapsed and that Prim was an exile in
America. I never saw Prim after that time. His
death followed all too soon. The authoress of 'The
School for Saints' seems to ascribe to some of Prim's
followers a sympathy with plots to remove dangerous
enemies out of the way by the simple method of assas-
sination. It is, however, a fact that Prim himself was
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